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I am rather ashamed how quickly and irrationally I
take likes and dislikes. For instance, there was a wall-
eyed man of fifty in a dirty burnous, whom I liked im-
mediately. But I began to detest a thin-faced man with a
long, sharp beard; he would keep asking me questions,
and he interrupted my view of the slit in the curtain.

" The Captain comes from Lindin/' said Sudan.

'' How long does it take to go from Egypt to London
by steamship? " old thin-face asked, in a supercilious
tone of voice.

I didn't know, but I wasn't going to tell him that.

"To Lindin?"

" Yes, to London/' he bellowed.

"To Lindin from Egypt? "

" Yes, to Lindin from Egypt."

" Three weeks," I said very quietly.

" Oh, no/' he said. " Not three weeks. You mean
three days/'

If it had been old wall-eye, I'd have agreed. But
his bellow was contemptuous.

" No/' I said.   " Three weeks."

"He means ' days/ " he said confidentially to the
rest of them. "He doesn't know the word in Arabic.
He means ' days/ "

" No, I don't.   I mean ' weeks/ "

"From Lindin to Egypt? "

"Yes," I said.    "Three weeks."

" I know what it is," he said to the rest of them.
"He's deaf."

"I am not deaf," I said firmly. " From Lindin to
Egypt," I said, loathing the whole voyage, " twenty-
one days."

For an instant he was disconcerted, but he rallied
nobly.
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